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INCAL ofthe ‘:

WWTHOR OF “RED MOUSE
QUANING FIGHT.” “CATSPAW,"

- e ’

ot WILLIAM HAMILTON OSBORNE—

" (WOVELIZED FRovs
THE (HOTO RLAY
OF 7HE SAPIE MAPE ||
PRODUCED B THE
PATHE EXCHANGE,

8YNOPSIS,

On the day of the eruption of Mount

I
Capt. Jolin Huardin of the stenmer
rescues Nve-year-old Annctte
from an open boat, but I8 foroed

Yo hind her fother und his com

m. lington s aesavlited by Her-

and Ponto In a valn attempt to

Papars whioh Hineton hoas  manaeed

Aboard the Princess with his

tor, papers proving his title to the

#land of Clinabary.  Iington's Injury

b iy mind to become a blank, ‘T'hir

Yonrs elapss.  Hernandog, now wn

u nmuggler with Ponto and Inez. o

aecomplice, and the mindloss

! to that once was Ilington, come to

8 . where the widow of Caplain

In Ia living with her son Neal and

nnette Ilngton, and plot to steal the
Papers loft 1o Annotte by her fatler,

THIRD INSTALLMENT

THE FAILURE

CHAPTER XI.
May the Best Man Win,
. Neal Hardin, clad in his Nfosaving
uniform, sat upon the gunwale of hiw
Wfebont, gazing seaward—ever ses
g ward. He was seelng vislons—always
vislons of the sea. He caught An
wltth'n hand in his own. He turned to

“Annette,” he erled, “I've got to do
" ft—1I can't help it. It ealls to me—tho
i : #ea. It's In my blood.”

The girl smiled—a bit sadly por
baps. But hor eyes glowed. She re
turned the pressure of Neal's hand
with her warm, strong, girlish grasp

“It's In your blood,” she repeated,
“your father was a hero of the sea—
he saved me—you saved me, Neal
You've got to go”

“You—want me to?" ho avked,

“Yewn, 1 want you to.”

“I'll go,” snld Neal

The girl held in her right hand a
newspaper--the current lasue of the
looal Beaport woekly. 1 saved this
just for you. lLook. Head It, Neal"

she sald, She polnted to an ftem on
. the first page.
CONGREGSMAN PRIME AN.

NOUNCES PRELIMINARY AN
NAPOLIS EXAMINATIONS,
Congresaman James J. Prime of Jea
port announces that the preliminary
examination for candidacy ¥ ‘Annap
olis finale will be held &' ‘o High
- . = @ahopl here on Thursday wekt at § a
} m. The congressman's privilege s
limitad to but ons appointment. May
the beat man win,

“It's your chanos, Neal" sald the
girl, 8heg placed & hand upon his
shoulder, and at bher touch the blood

) through his  veins ke wine
the best man, Neal” she

! , “salways the best man
Joutra bownd 1o i

: {. Congrossman James J. Prime was u
,‘, man~-and the biggest man W
y'm"m town. He had sprong from
£ fiding, seafariug ancestors; he
s pongoing folk; he liked them

. ho Hked the sea, And the pleas:
‘antest thing he did, he was wont (o
~ tel his friends, was to recommend
' gleareyod, cloan limbed young fellows
{ for Annapolis. At the very time that
Annette and Neal were sitting o the
' lifeboat gaxing seaward, the congross.
man was at the post office, burrounded
§ " by a cirele of old eronies, holding forth
‘ ] upon the navy. As he talked he exam.
el fned his mall, openiog it with a clumsy
forefinger, He had mall aplonty —
small envelopes and big ones, long
and short. Three times bhe dropped &
lettar, onee ho dropped a cheok —

somebody picked them up for him,
Then, unknown to himself, and un:
seen of anyonu about him, he nocl
| dentally dropped something olse upon
| the floor——a long, folded printod paper
He didn't miss it; and when Congress.
wan James J, Prime moved off ln the
direction of his home, n bumun belug
slouched over to that corner, placed a
concealing foot upon the folded papor
siruck & mateh and M & clgurelte,

stooped suddenly and with wlcotine
' stained fOngers, plcked up the doew
V ! ment.

The concealing fool and the nico
tinestalned fAuogers belonged to
young and sporty mgeotleman of the
pame of Joey Welehor,

He thrust the document Iluto his
pocket apd then, be too, moved off (o
b some less public place. When he
L ' reached m place less public, he exame
' ined his And. Ho was disappointed at
first, He was prepared for anything
of Interest. But he waus disgusted wheo
he opened the document and read s
headlines:

A Questions and Correct Answers to

: be used In Preliminary Competitive
Examination for Congressional Ap-

| polntment District of New Jer
sey, for Nayy Academy, Annapolis
Duplicate.

. It dida't interest him, but he glanoced

i over Its conteuld, then thrust it luto
Bls hip pocket and went his way—
smoking a cigaretts,

CHAPTER XIL

The Bplder and the Fly.

| . Back in the Hardin by the
. poa, Miss Irene Courtl knowa In
other and less reputable) clireles by

the name of lues Castro (mot

Jagracefully) downstalrs the

been ocoupylug
pome time, and entered the L . ing

room she had
room

“"Under your kind care,” she gald to
Mrs, Hardin, her hoatess—and In her
tone was the slightest foreign accent
~"“1 am #o well again, that 1 must
leave you"

She paused. Joe Waelcher pushod
open the door and slouched into the
room. Inee Castro glanced at hlin s
ductively fron under her long laslies
and went on

“With the ald of Mr. Joey Welcher,”
she proceeded, “I have consulted time
tables, and | find very good connoc
tlons on the noxt train.”

8he opened her handbag, and took
out bille, “And,” she added, "l inulst
on paylng board."

Mrs. Hardin held up her hand, "M'ss
Courtler,” she returned, *1 can't think
of it. You have taken what we cull
potluck with us. You have been
friendly with us, and 1 hope we have
been friendly with you™

Inez smiled and shrugged her preily
shoulders. She glanced ecasually nt
Joe Welcher She slightly ralsed her
eyebrows—she watched Joey as a cat
wetches a mouse. And Joe—he was
witching something, too—the cash
that Inex was holding In her hand,
Inez groaned suddenly and put out her
hand.

“Stupld,” sho satd, “1 have forgot
My outer bandage. I must return”
She returned the money to her hand
bag and lald It down upon the table.
Then she left the room and went up
atairs. Mre. Hardin, Welcher's foater
mother, sniffed the alr.

“There's something burning In the
kitehen, Joey,” she exclaimed, “if Miss
Courtier comes down 1I'll bo right
back.” 8he, too, disappeared. And
Joey—easy money Joey Welcher, win

Joft plone with the handbag and the

bills. Joey listened for an Instant,
then tiptoed forward, selzed thoe
handbag and drew forth the roll
of billa, He needed money badly—he
had to pay a debt of honor, which
meant a gambling debt. He opened
the roll of bills and peeled off & few
where thelr absence would least be
noted, and then restored the balance
of the bills to the handbag-—thrusting
his share into his pocket.

Ineg Castro, seated halfway up the
staire, watching through an iuch of
open doorway, smiled to herself. Then
sho tripped a bit noluily, and Irregu-
larly—to show her lmp—down the
stalrs and glided gracefully into the
room. Joe lit a clgarette and watched
her. He was nervous, but gnme, Lo
wntehed her clowely. Bhe took up her
bag and once agaln took out the bills

“My charming hostess,” she ex
clalined, “where should she be?™

“She sbould be here sald Joey,
ovading hor glance, “walt a bit, 'l
got her"

He got her, and Inez resumed her
former conversation--once more i
wisting upon payment for her board
Her offer was quite as Insistently de
clined. Bhe sighed pretully and clicked

shut her bag. Welcher also sighed-—
with unmistukable rellef. She turned
to him.

“The onehorse vehlele? she asked.

“Outslde,” sald Welcher, oftering hils
arm, "boy's ready=—time that you were
off.”

Once at the station Inez bought a
ticket for New York. But when the
train—a local—drew up st Lonesome
Cove, three miles north of Seaport,
Ines dropped off the rear platform of
tho lust car, and waited on the far
slde of the track until the train was
out of sight. There was no station at
Lonesome Cove—merely a shed. Bwift
Iy Ines crossed the track and passed
this station and then sped on down
toward the shore, She reached a nar
tov sirlp of beach, stepped down to
thoe vater's edge, wad looked about
her. Suddenly she saw what she wak
looking for—a bandanna handkerchief
thrust above a clump of bushes. On
the sea sido of this clump of bushes
was a rock. Inez ralsed her parasol
and sauntered gracefully toward this
rock, and composed herself —also
gracefully—In the shadow of the rock
Hefore dolng so she peered into the
bushes, noted the presence there of
thrve shadowy figums, and nodded
alightly, ln rocognition, A man with a
forelgn accont spoke.

“What progress?’ he queried anx:
fously

“Hust in the world,” she answered,
“we have n new recruit”

Bho changed her position, A man
thrust bis bhead and face for a mo
ment out of the bushes-—a face across
which was a saber ocut; a lvid scar
For a moment, with their heads to
gether, the two whispered. The man
with a scowl of satisfaction, finally
withdrew his head. Ines roso to her
feet and looked about her.

"Where Is this Lonesome Cave Inn,
then? she gueried. -

“Half & mllo tarther up the beach-—
follow the shore lne—turn in at the
cove. Follow the water lne—it takes
you there. Good luck.”

CHAPTER Xl

The Honor Blip,
A crowd of thirty—more or lesd—

| Intd wpon his shoulder,

cevpregited about the steps of the
sciool bullding in Seaport, N, J. Neal
wias there, Some of the thirty he
knew and some ho didn'L

Neal started guddenly. A hand wns
He turned.
Jory Welcher, his foster brother,
feend him. Joey smlled.

“Neal,™ be pald, “I think I'Il take &
hock at this Annnpolls exam mysell.”

For a moment Neal was taken back
Then he yecoversd. "Gorry,' he re
turned, “T'm glad of that. When did

' you deelde?"

“Mefore you did,” replied Welcher,
“I've had this up my slecve for a year
or vo. I've been boning on the quiet—

' boulng bard.”

for |

It was quite true that Le had been
boning hard—-and also on the quiet
He hud been studying the examination
peper dropped adeldontally by the con-
grossman in the loeul post office, and
he had mastered every answer by
heart  “You bet your life I'm golng
in" he sald,

i #n minutes (ater Noal and Welcher
were seated side by slde at desks In
the old-fashioned little schoolroom.

The examination questions had been
written on the ample Mlackboards that
completaly eireled the room. The ex-
aminer had copled them from his
printed list of questions.

Yhere was a kuoek on the door and
e congressman camwe in, The exam-
Jdner loft his desk and met the con-
gresoman balf way, He whispered to
‘him

“How goes it?" asked the congross-
man,

“I've only had the ehaneco to look
over young Hardin's papers ag thoy
eamo in—he's been the first to finish,
They look good to me. They're well
nigh perfect. There he Is now, He's
all through.'

“May the best man win,” sald the
congressman, “he looks the part at
any rate” He glanced about the
jroom; he seemed to be trylng to re-
‘member; then he remembered. “Say,
look a here,” he sald, “Beecher's letter
tays he malled me a duplicate of those
quostions and answors; and ')l swear
T waw a duplicate when 1 reand his
noto—did 1 hand you two or onef?"

“One," returned the examiner. He
#topped buck to hiw desk. Neal handed
dn his final paper. The
thrust in front of Neal n slip of paper
and a pen. “Sign this, please,” he

— e - =

“I'm Disgraced,"” Cried Neal

sald, This Is what It sald—and Neal
slgned 1t os requested:

| do solemnly declare on my honor
as a gentleman that | have nelther ob-
tained nor given ald of any kind dur
Ing the course of Wils examination,

Neal Hardin, Candidate.

He had noe sooner finlshed signing
than Joo Welcher approached the
dusk,

“Through, Joey ™ queried Neal, "I'll
walt for you"

Welcher signed his own nonor slip.
Neal walted-—and while he walted, he
thrust his hand into bis coat pocket
There was something unfamiliar
there, Involuntarily he drew it outs-
it was a crumpled printed paper. ‘The
exihminer's cagle eye was upon it in
an fnstant.

“Haven't been cribbing,
exclalmed

“No," stammared Neal, "1-1 doni
Eoow what it 18" The examiner knew
it however, for the thing it was. He
grabbed Neal's hand and suntched the
papor from him.

“Oh!" he sald, "the miasing dupll-
cato—questions and answers both. No
wonder Hardin's papers were well
nigh perfect,”

He turned to the congressman—who
nodded understandingly.

“1 don't know how it got thore,
stammered Neal, 1 didn’t put It there
—1 never saw the thing before. On
my honor—"

“Pab.” cried the congressman, his
eyes flashing, "look at lt—thumbed
and solled—he's had it for & week—
he's learned the thing by heart.”

Angrily he tore up the honor slip—
tore up Neal's answers—and flung
thom to the floor, He polnted to the
door.

“Go.” he exclaimed, “the navy's well
rid of sneaks like you"

Once outside his pace slackened. He
didn't want to go home And yet he
must go home—he'd have to tell them
all about It—tell his mother—tell An-
pette—how much would they beleve?

boy? he

"

exnminer

Agaln a friendly hand was placed
upon his shodlder. Again it was Joe
Welcher, He alghed with rellef. “Look
here, Joe,” he pleaded, “you don't
think 1 did this thing?”

Joo shrugged his shoulders, “It'a
all right, old man,” he sald tnally, “re

member, no matter what has happened |

I'm your friend.”

Side by slde they entered the cot-
tage., Annette was there—so wus
Neal's mother—<both waiting enperly

Neal strode to the table, and faced
to the two women, tha young onoe and
the old, He started to epenk, 7Then
he glumped down into & chair and hid
his face in his bands,

“I'm disgraced,” ho eried, “you—you
tell ‘em, Joo.”

Welcher told them—with eonsidor
able unetion, putting In fancy touches
of his own,

Neal sprang to his feet—his face
ablaze with anger and determination.

“Never mind,” he cried, "] can’t got
Into Annapolis—but I can get into the
navy and 1 will. Mother—Annette—
Joe—I've got to go—the navy calls for
me, I'm golng to enlist. I've got W
[ A

CHAPTER XV,
Wind and Limb,

Dress suit case in hand Neal etopped
in front of a elgar store In New York
Next to the cigns store was an on
trance to a stalrway that led to the
pecond floor above. In front of this
entranco pacod an officer in uniform.

“Recruiting station?" querled Neal,
saluting.

“Nothing but,” returned the man in
uniform, “you're ns welcome as the
flowern in May. Awcend” He waved
his hand invitingly, Neal ascended.

Half an hour later he had regularly
enrolled—he was an apprentice sea-
man in the navy, The United States
at ita own expense shipped him with
n wguad of reerults to the naval traln
Ing school at Norfolk,

As the hours flow by, Neal's eyos
were opgned. He loved the sea—had
always loved It. He plunged luto the
life of an apprentlce seaman,

He wrote his mother and Annette
that afternoon after drill was over,

“Thin In the life,” he sald to them,
“I've been fighting all the afternoon-—
niming thirteen Ineh guns at hoatile
battleships, handling & cutter; nplicing

. py- e

“You Tell Them, Joe.”

ropes, tying saflor's knots, cutting off
Imaginary heads with ecutlusser —and
tonlght for the first time sinoe the
eruption of Mt Pelee, I'm sleeping in
& hammock. This Is the life and ne
mistake. Weo even have the ple that
mother used to make.”

Neal's letter reached home next day
And pext day something else bhap
pened. Joe Welcher burst lnto the My-
Ing room at the Hardin cottage, early
In the evening, with the local paper,
still damp from the press, in his hand

“I've just seut one of these to Neal,”
he suld, "and here's a eopy for you
Read it, Anpetle. Now what have you

BOt Lo say."” l

Annette read it This 18 woat it

enld:

JOSEPH WELCHER OF SEAPORT
WINS ANNAPOLIS APPOINTMENT.,

In Congresaman James J. Prime's
recent competitive examination for
the Annapolis appointment, Jos Weleh-
&r, our young townsman, cameg very
near the hundred mark and distanced
all his fellows. Good work, Welcher.
Seaport will back you through Annap-
olls and through the navy, Become
an admiral, Hitch your wagon to a
star,

Mra. Hardin, Joe's foster mother,
caught him in her arms. “Hoth my
boys—Neal and Joe—in the navy,” she
exclnimed.

“Yes," returned Welcher, with a
gneer, “but there's a differcnce. 1 go
in as an officer—and Neal's nothing

|

|

I
!

but & common seaman, understand? |

Appette flushed, but guve uo other
slgn.

CHAPTER XV,
Fineuse.

It was somewhat early in the morn-
Ing. Joe Welcher, sealed at a round
table in the Beaport house bar, still
celebrated with three boon compan-
fons, his success a8 & passer of com-

(Continued on page 8.)

or bulbs of any kind, go to

| Headguarters Argus Office.

We Take Orders for -

FLOWERS

- .For Any Occasion.:

Now is the time to plant your bulbs for
Spring, and also for Winter blooming
cuses, narcissus, daffodils, china lilies

~ Ontario Floral Co.

Phone 49--J.

"Nervous exhaustion=
headache®

- -
TP =T

everyone

is

apt to affect the nerves,

LIVED IN MISERY.
I suffered greally from
Nervousness and head-
acher, The least exclle-
ment gnve me dreadful
pain. 1 began using Dr,
Milew’ Nervine and a fow
duys later started to take
Dr. Miles' HMeart Treat-
ment. 1 soon got so much
beltar that I was encour-
aged and continued taking
the two remodles until |
waa 8o well that work wus

ne bother to me at all”

MRS, LOUIBR E14,
Idaho Fulla, Idaho,

Dr. Miles’

FIT YoUu., YOUR MONEY WILL
REFUNDED.

and continual standing
may weaken the Heart.

Dr. Miles’ Nervine

is invaluable for Nervous
troubles, and for the Hezirt

Heart Treatment

is highly recommendead.
IF FIRST BOTTLE FAILS TO BEN E-

“Safety first" was the motto and practice of
this bank long before those words became the
slogan of the large transportation companies.

Service to the public is not a theory, but a
daily practice with us.

Put your money where safety is the first
consideration and avail yourself of our service.

ONTARIO
NATIONAL
) BANK

Safety Deposit Boxes

—_——

Savings Accounts-

—
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" . end of
the historic Lewis
and Clark trpil, on
= the Pacific gcnn. -
o b AR BN B
ols ot GEARNARY and SEASIDE
Fine bathing in Surf and two $35,000 §
tatoria, amusements,
A forYou™
ALONG the grand scenic Colum. |
binon “The North Bank Road” Limuted §

Round Trip

Particulars of Ticket
Agent

Oregon Short Line
B R CROBER A & P A, Porthend, rogm
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READ THE NEW

STORY ‘‘NEAL OF THE
NAVY"” NOW APPEAR-
ING IN THE ARGUS.




